The Morning After

me," he said humbly; " it irks me that I have
so little fortitude. Pain, or fear of pain, be it
of mind or body, frets and chafes me till it
drains me of my courage; and were I to fall
into the clutches of the Spaniards and be
stretched upon the rack by order of the Grand
Inquisitor, I dare not promise I should win
great glory as a martyr/3

" How dare any man be certain of his
courage/' said David, " until events have
proved it ? "

Ludovick looked up at him and smiled.
" Now you/' he said, " are one who in a
righteous cause would suffer with Spartan
fortitude. The rack never would force from
you a secret you were sworn to keep."

David shivered. " Oh hush," he said, " I
loathe the name of torture ; nor can I put in
words the anger I feel against those who, in
the semblance of Justice, wilfully deface and
mutilate the bodies of their fellow creatures."
" Surely," exclaimed Rusco much astonished,
" the torturing of criminals is an essential part
of law, and always has been."

"Would I could change the law," said
David; and the Laird of Rusco laughed,

" *Tis clear," he said," you were not brought
up with The Book of Martyrs,, printed in
Nuremburg and garnished with ingenious cuts
of all the torments. I remember showing it to
Matiota when she was scarce ten years old.
Little vixen, she ran away with it and threw it